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and he had to ride his mule twelve kilometres through the
drizzle without a coat. You know how a man needs water
after a session like that. Well, Bill was green and he didn't
know any better than to drink out of a creek along the trail
They called it black-water fever. Anyway it batted his
ears down. First he got the jaundice. Even his eyeballs
went yellow. Honestly. The yellow stain oozed right out
of him and even stained his clothing. He stuck to the job
until it got to the point that his stomach couldn't tolerate the
black beans and tortillas and rice that we all lived on. He said
he would give his last dime for a grapefruit or a glass of orange
juice. The thought of crisp green lettuce nearly maddened
him. But the delicacies his system craved were not to be had
down in the jungles of Honduras.
Finally we had to 'phone headquarters for the hospital
car. Bill was delirious by that time. He was running a high
fever and was vomiting bile. It was terrible the way the fever
racked his body. When the chills would come they would
shake the bed just as though a couple of strong-arm men were
standing at the foot, worrying it. And when the hot spells
followed, he would sweat right through the mattress.
Bill lost twenty pounds and never amounted to a damn as
a tennis player thereafter. They had him in the hospital nearly
a month. And when he finally came back to his job he had
that white-lipped, ascetic look that you see in the faces of so
many tropical men.
It was a source of acute embarrassment to Bill that for a
long time he couldn't even sign his name. His nervous system
toned up in time, of course, but even to this day if he drinks
too much his hands get so shaky he can hardly pour his drinks
or sign his chits.
Every pay-day Bill used to go on quite a tear. Maybe he'd
knock off a quart of whisky in a twenty-four-hour session.
His system got pretty used to it and there was an alcoholic
resistance set up there. Once in a while, he'd so far forget
himself as to go sophomore and ride furiously through his
farm in the moonlight, whooping it up with the younger and
wilder members of our colony, each of whom would go on